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Injnrias &+ non redditas, cauſam 
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Biſhop of Munſter, &c: 


Enowned Prizce, Maſter of Mighe and Myter, 
| 7 2p {word of Fleſh,and (word of Spirit fighter; 
Ride on and proſper : (Sir) where you are Head 
That Army s by a Prince and Propbet led, 

Moſes and Aaron : Ina word you are 
Both Mars and Mercury, Councel and Warre, 


A 2 % Our 
A]. | 


A. 


(4) 
Your Camp conſiſts of Chriſtian Souldiers right,, 
And bravely do under Chriſts Banner fighe. 
Who ever ſees you in.the Field muſt grant 
That now the Churchis truly milicant. 
The French and Dutch, pure ſaints are in this fray, 
That-fight againſt the Church, are"they not pray 2: 
But they have found on both ſides to their loſs 
T he B:ſbops.Crofier, Frence and Holland's croſs. 
Whileft your bright two edg'd Sword, if I may ſay 
Like that of Paradice ? turns every way. 
You fight with here both Babilon and Meche, 
Serugling with divers Nations like Rebeckg. 
Holland has all, that's no Religion 3 France 
Has complemented Chriſt to a Romance. 
You're coine to do, what Mortal hardly can, 


Chriſten a Few, and a Savtaritan. 


The. 


Ay oO ones” Or ee are ln . 


CS 

The frantick French, for fo it ſeem'd you good, 
To cure their Frenzie you baptizd in blood. 
| Andforthe Dutch, on a hard task you fall, 
Yet cut their Sluces, you baptize 'emall. 
The Faith's Defcader promis'd to appear, : 
Creat Britten's Monarch to be God-father : 
God. father did | fay ? unworthy Elves, 
He comes to make 'em anſwer for themſelves, 
He did laſt year baptize their Adweir ltie 
As God did the Agiptians i'th' Red Sea. 
But you (great Sir) you have 'emevery way, 
As Price you beat, as Prieſt you make em-pray ; 
And glad they can get quarter on their knees, 
'Tis doubly fought, Pau{s Sword and Peter's Keyes ; 
As for their Plumb: broth, though I taſt it not, 
I'm ſure the Brſhop ſet his foot i'th' pot. 

A. 3. AIP 


(ay - 
All Winter they in troubled waters fiſht, 

A merry Chriſtmas many times was wiſhc. 

But as to you Sir Heaven has ſtrowd your way 

With duſt of Diamonds, and Pearls that lay 

T hick as the piles of graſs 3 where could ye go 

But through th Alnyghey's treaſury of Snow ? 

T he Chriſtal waves con(pir'd for want of Wood 

To make themſclves your Bridge ore their own flood. 
The half ſtarv'd Dutch a much worſe bargain got, 

A winter was too cold, {crvicc teo hot. 

Yet to this comfort oft they did reſort, 

T he ſcaſon though ſevere, the Cayes were ſhort « 

And yet to ſuch of them as dar'd to fight 

They were ſo long they thought 'twould ne're be night. 


Some ſought for long, what others found too ſoon, 


Such as were got ina dead fleep by noon : 


They 


(7) 
Th*y never heard the pamper d Pranſers ſtamp, 
Nor wak'd chey at the thunder of the Camp. 
E ndimin did but wink, to thele, whole cycs 
Morphexs had lockt up with his leaden keycs. 
'Tis not a Cacko ſtorm, no, no, ware head 
Cryes out the trembling boor, when it hails lead : 
Flemmings look tot, here comes a new Spring tide, 
Y' had need befluice your ſelves on Flenders fide. 
Here comes the Biſhop with a deluge round ye, 
Not to confirm ye, hang ye, but confound ye. 
' Has laid his hands upon your heads, I trow 
You never thought to have been Biſhopt ſo, 
You muſt exped& ſo long as he abides 
In Flazders, he will ſoundly lace your fides. 
Flanders will ſerve him for Lawn-ſleeves he ſayes, 


But he'l have Holland for his Surplices. 
Hel. 


(8) 
He'l make ye write again, if at theſe rates- ' os 
He humble ye, The poor diſtreſſed States. 127 200 
Addreſs your ſuite then to the Myter'd man, | 
And lowly fall fore your Dioceſan. 

The mouths of Camons ſpeak his loud Oration, 
Belicyc it Boors, 'cis a ſharp Viſitation. 

Who e're till now our yes the witneſs be 

Had ad —— ſeen Hollanda —_ See? 


LOO one nes OR I. 


